AFTERNOON

little nearer back to that Mediterranean culture from
which perhaps he originally came.

" Can't help it," Crowder blubbered. " It's the dream
of my life come true."

Waterlow read the telegram,

With regard to your application for a commission to
be granted to Mr Thomas Crowder I have to inform you
that while it is not considered desirable that Mr Crowder
should be given a Lieutenant's commission in the Royal
Naval Volunteer Reserve^ there is no objection to granting
him a temporary commission as Assistant-Paymaster^
R.N.7,R.

" They might just as well have made you a Lieutenant,"
he said resentfully.

" Oh, I don't mind a bit about that," Crowder declared.
He did not want anything to mar the pleasure of his chief
in sharing with him the splendour of the prospect from
this pinnacle he had with Waterlow's help attained.
" Because, after all," he added, " I'm not a Lieutenant,
and I never shall be, not if I live to be a hundred. It's
only to have something to put on my visiting cards.
Perhaps you'd write out for me just exactly what I ought
to put, would you, Commander W, would you ? "

" You've no time to run round paying visits. You
have a certain amount of work to do, though you like to
forget it."

" Oh, I don't want *em for myself, Commander W.
No, no, no! It's for my old dad. He finds Streatham so
terribly quiet after Asia Minor, and it might amuse the
old man if he could pass round one of my cards. You
know $ it would show I was in the thick of it, as you might